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Summary: The monsters should have known that, one day, something undesirable would freely enter their homeland uninvited. When a group of hostile humans ready to conquer the Underground show up with murderous intent, Frisk and their newly made friends will have to make their greatest attempt to save the life of each and every monster before it's too late.





	SAVE the Underground

_Author's note_

_I have wanted to write an Undertale story for so long, but I didn't know what to write… And then this idea just popped up in my head. This is my first Undertale story, please do not judge too hard if I may miss something in later chapters, even though I'm heavily informed. This story takes place near the True Pacifist Ending, not long before Frisk confronts Asgore. _

_Rated T for blood and violence in later chapters. And a tad in this one. _

* * *

><p><em><strong>Prologue<strong>_

"Just admit that you blinked!"

"How do I know YOU blinked too when I blinked?"

The raspy, playful voices of the Loox and Migosp echoed around the all too silent ruins. They had agreed to take a stroll after one of their random staring contest that took, perhaps, too long. The two monster friends had, sadly for them, nothing better to do.

They would usually go find Toriel; loving to all the little creatures living in the ruins with her, she would always let them play around the less dangerous puzzles under her motherly sight, or let them read a couple of her many books about snails. However, she had left not long ago without giving a proper explanation to anyone. The Migosp saw her in a hurry, though, but she merely told the critter that she would be back soon and told him not to ask any more questions, or spread worry among the others.

Other than her, the two friends would try to hang out with the little Whimsun that constantly fluttered away from sight and stayed hidden behind pillars or curled up in a corner. The poor thing always left a river of tears as it ran away in utter fear at the mere sight of another monster; both bug and cyclops had since stopped trying to talk to it.

The Vegetoids, even though friends with the Migosp, weren't precisely the monsters they were willing to spend time with, always laughing with those creepy faces – the bug only considered them friends because they shared similar likings.

And the Froggits, oh the Froggits, the Loox didn't want to even _look_at them. Those frogs were always picking on him; whenever he saw one, he would stomp away, avoiding eye contact until he was completely sure he wasn't near the Froggit any longer.

Since there were no Moldsmal around to play with either –those living puddings were probably trying to scare the life out of Whimsun, or sleeping the day off– they agreed to just go to Migosp's favorite place to be alone, and thus be and feel like himself. The one-eyed monster was eager at the news. He knew that Migosps were always funnier and friendlier alone, and that was the first time one of them decided to take someone with him.

The Loox's wide eye became full of wonder and awe as it observed the peaceful light bathing the small flower bed. He looked up; feeling somewhat homesick as he came to the realization that the light came from the unreachable entrance to the surface. No wonder the Migosp liked being there, that was just about the only place in the entire Underground where one could actually see the light of the day gently entering through the opening way above.

It looked like a portal towards another world, a world full of chances and luck and happiness, a world with no faults in which they could enjoy the sunlight until the moon took its place, and not a small, crowded place with barely any light at all. The two monsters, for a tiny second that gladly felt like an eternity, believed that just reaching their skinny arms towards the light would be enough to take them to a better life. If only that was possible.

The Loox had forgotten about the Migosp, about their pervious contest he had enjoyed so much, about basically everything, and the brightness of the daylight was the only thing his eye could catch. "Whoa… it's really pretty." he muttered, barely noticing his voice coming out in a bewildered whisper out of awe. The Migosp, showing the best smile he could make up with his oddly shaped mouth, sat down near the flowers.

"Ya, it's cool ain't it?" he rasped, imagining himself going out, to the surface, and finding real friends that would appreciate him as much as the Loox did. That would surely be a great life, because down there, few monsters respected him enough to let him feel comfortable.

Much to the bug's surprise, the Loox suddenly backed away as his large eye caught something eerie at the top; something that was falling towards them, something long, slender, that plummeted to the ground at a fast speed.

The Migosp scrambled to his feet as the strange silhouette teetered to its side and fell a few feet away from the flower bed with a barely audible _thud_. The two stared in confusion, fear having been cleared away from them as they saw what fell down. It was just a rope.

The monsters shared a baffled look before looking up simultaneously. The rope seemed to be hanging from above. From the surface.

Who would throw a rope down there, and most importantly, why? The creatures had no time to think deeper into it as the rope suddenly started vibrating abruptly, and it just took a few seconds for a bulky shape to slide down and land heavily on the ground, dust sent flying as muddy boots stomped down.

The Loox and Migosp took shaky steps away in sudden, utter fear; it was a _human. _And not a human like that kind child that fell there some time ago and left nothing but happiness among the creatures living in the ruins. That human was tall, strong looking, with a stare powerful enough to wither flowers – the monsters noticed this as the green gaze shot fire arrows at them, and the two didn't take long to realize that they were paralyzed.

That human looked anything but friendly. The Loox fell down on his rear as he tried to get away further, and did not even try to get up; too shocked and confused. The man didn't take his imposing eyes off of them as he whistled; a sharp, bitter whistle that rang in the Migosp's sensitive antennae and caused him to flinch ever so slightly.

The rope vibrated yet again, more violently so. Two more men, not too different from the first one, slid down. One of them waved his hand as he gazed at the entrance to the Underground; voices were heard from above, strong, commanding voices.

In just a moment, at least twelve humans were standing firmly in front of the terrified monsters. Short hairs in only black and brown colors, intimidating scars across some of their faces, tranquilizer guns and shotguns on their backs, leather jackets over their shoulders, black belts with pockets wrapped tightly around their waists with knives, small pistols, daggers, and matches adorning them, and leather boots warming their feet, those humans were up to no good, the shortest of looks at them could say it all.

The Migosp crawled next to his friend in a desperate attempt to feel better; they could hear each other's teeth shivering and their feel entire bodies trembling uncontrollably. One second they were happily enjoying their time alone and admiring the light of the surface, the next they had twelve menacing humans in front of them, and not willing to make friends.

One of the humans, presumably the leader, being the tallest and visibly strongest one, with a poorly healed scar criss-crossing his left eye, looked back at his comrades; the Loox was sure he felt his heart skipping a beat when he saw the man make a small motion with his head towards the two, and a shorter human stepped forward.

Grabbing the shotgun and grinning.

…

_BANG._

…

_BANG._

Froggits and Vegetoids, peacefully awaiting Toriel's arrival by simply talking to each other, or even trying to sleep, looked up; some of the monsters jumped back at the sound of never before heard gunshots. Had the monsters possessed more knowledge on human weaponry, they all would have run away in a matter of seconds, but they did not. They waited. They stared.

Everything was silent then. Nobody talked.

"…what… what was that?"

Two of the four Vegetoids looked at the Froggit who finally broke the overwhelming silence that fell upon them, tilting its head at the direction the sharp, loud noises had been heard.

"Pfft, it probably was someone who doesn't know how to use their attacks properly." another Froggit commented carelessly, not even minding the fact that no monster in the ruins aside from Toriel could cause explosions with their attacks.

"I Never Heard That Before." one of the Vegetoids said lightly; one of its kind nodded as best as it could, but they were unable to think of anything else that could have caused that sound. They all believed it. They all dismissed the deadliest sound they could hear as a mere failure by one of the monsters, and did not even think of the fact that said blare left, not the anger of a monster who failed its attack, but the dust of two friends that would never be able to see the surface that their eyes were willing to contemplate.


End file.
